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" Cuckoo, you're laughing at me," said Gri-
selda. " Tell me, are there any mermaids, or
fairies, or water-sprites, or any of those sort of
creatures here ? "

" I must still say ' not exactly/ " said the
cuckoo. * * There are beings here, or rather there
have been, and there may be again; but you,
Griselda, can know no more than this/'

His tonti was rather solemn, and again Griselda
felt a little " eerie/'

" It's a dreadfully long way from home, any-
way," she said. " I feel as if, when I go back,
I shall perhaps find I have been away fifty
years or so, like the little boy in the fairy story.
Cuckoo, I think I would like to go home.
Mayn't I get on your back again? "

" Presently," said the cuckoo. " Don't be
uneasy, Griselda, Perhaps 111 take you home
by a short cut/'

" Was ever any child here before ? " asked
Griselda, after a little pause.

" Yes/' said the cuckoo,

" And did they get safe home again ? "

" Quite," said the cuckoo. " It's so silly of
you, Griselda, to have all these ideas still about
far and near, and big and little, and long and
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